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She doesn't look happy; she probably isn't. 
Her spirits match the deep blue of the rest- 
less sea and every little thing upsets her. 


She needed something from the 
library—not the kitchen—and her 
absent-minded husband forgot 
to bring along the latest copy of 
JUDGE—the only thing on earth 
that she could possibly enjoy! 
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THE GIRL WHO PUT THE GO IN TANGO 
will make her first appearance on 
next week’s front cover of JUDGE 





























EVEN THE MAN WHO STABS 
WASTE PAPER FOR A LWING 
WAS HAPPY 








THE CABMAN DIDNT 
CARE |F SCHOOL 


Spring name DD ‘HE HORSE 
being the Result ofa days Gambol 
on the Green by our Wandering Artist 
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THERE WERE 
ALL SORTS AND 
CONDITIONS OF 
PERAMBULATORS 


THE HOKEY-POKET MAN WAS A BIT 
LAZY TOO~ STRANGE, HES > 
USUALLY SUCK A LWELY PELLOW? 


ARTIST AND CRITIC THE OLD LADIES WERE THERE 


WITH THE INEVITABLE PARASOLS 
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THE BAST SIDE 
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THE PELICANS IN THE ZOO 
“MY, SUCH VANITY; 


h THE POOR CHILD / 
( , HIM SAY HE WAS KOT 
COULDNT HELP IT A iT TIRED 
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Talking Movies 
a<JS NOT the ‘talking movie’ a will-o’- 
the-wisp in invention?’’ asks the 
New York World. ‘‘Is it not a part of 
the attraction of the mov- 
ies that they do not 
talk?’’ 

It is, itis! The mov- 
ies, next to the circus, 
are the most popular 
form of entertainment 
i“ known to man, woman 
or child, because there is 
no dialogue and the pa- 
trons are under no obligation to keep 
their mouths shut. A person can talk, 
sing, cry, whistle or play the harmonica 
at a photo play, without interfering with 
his neighbors’ rights and privileges. 

Boston society people have started a 
movies playhouse for their own class. 
The great unwashed will applaud this 
innovation with vigor. Society people 
have long needed a theater where they 
might feel free to carry on the social 
amenities that some other persons drop 
when they go to the play. 





History 


HiESTORY as it is written serves some 

purpose, but the young would have 
a far greater number of heroes if history 
had been written by.persons with the 
imagination to seize salient facts about 
the worthies of the world that have been 
ignored. 

There have been few great men that 
lacked the human element so commonly 
overlooked by your historian. If we had 
the truth about them, in line with the 
trend of human interest these days, his- 
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tory would be far more interesting, and 
few boys would require a bribe to master 
its facts. 

The young mind is always candid, and 
it is refreshing to know its tendencies. 
There is a Children’s Village near Dobbs 
Ferry, on the Hudson, and its solicitous 
custodians the other day asked the young 
community if it would not like to have a 
visit from President Wilson. With one 
voice the lads replied, ‘‘We would rather 
have Matty.’’ It is hardly necessary 
even here to add that ‘‘Matty’’ is a 
famous baseball pitcher. 

Is it not a pity that the persons of as- 
sumed greatness who figure in the history 
of the world did not have as chroniclers 


(oe 


wa 


of their doings—feats and achievements 
at which adults may wonder, while over 
them the young yawn—writers like the 
reporters of baseball and other sports, 
with which age as well as youth is con- 
cerned to-day? 


An Efficiency Lesson ? 


MAN living on the banks of the Hud- 
son reports that he has a chicken 
with three legs that is worthy of note. 


fs! 








The age of the chicken has not been 
given, but it is old enough to get out in 
the morning with its less favored associ- 
ates and scratch for the things that make 
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chickens grow. And this chicken with 
three legs is growing at a speed which 
makes its companions look like a brood 
of a later hatching, just because it 
can scratch with three legs instead 
of two, or in emergency it can scratch 
with two legs and cuff its companions 
away from a promising prospect with its 
third leg. 

There are efficiency experts who might 
seize upon this episode as a lesson to the 
inefficient, were there not quite a line of 
argument on the other side. It is true 
there is a lesson in it for chickens with 
but two legs, to the effect that such 
chickens ought to get to the feeding 
ground before any chicken with three 
legs appears in the offing; but even such 
a lesson would be wasted on the average 
flock, owing to the scarcity of chickens 
with three legs and the ability—thanks 
to a lavish Nature—to keep them all 
going at once. 

lf this chicken turns out to be a rooster, 
and its owner is given to that barbaric 
sport known as cock fighting, there may 
be some excitement in that neighborhood 
later. Such a rooster in Mexico would 
give a pause to revolutionary or other 
activities, with bets running about three 
to two. And such a rooster on a boarding- 
house table would cause a diversion that 
might pass into a tradition. 

But if this chicken should turn out to 
be a pullet, it cannot enter into disastrous 
competition with its associates, no mat- 
ter how industriously it may scratch and 
scrap. Nature may have provided it 
with a superfluity of legs, but when eggs 
are in question it may be said to be on 
equal terms with other producers of that 
prime article of commerce. 























The Bungalow 


QO: I’D like to have (now, wouldn’t 
you?) 
A little bungalow for two, 


With a bit of shade above the eaves, 
Where I could hear the laugh of the leaves; 


And somewhere near a plot of ground, 
Where I could go and mess around, 


And feel as free as a vagrant grig, 
And dig — if I happened to want to dig! 


And watch the flowers smile up at me, 
And jest with passing bird or bee; 

And have her come (for she’d be there!) 
With sunlight glinting upon her hair. 


(And dimples playing at hide-and-seek — 
Rose and snow upon her cheek!) 


And have her whisper, low and sweet, 

‘Dear, don’t you think that it’s time to 
eat !’’ 

Oh, I’m going to have (should she not say 


Maal? 


Just such a little bungalow! 
—Clinton Scollard, 











A MAD WORLD 


No joke accompanies this drawing. 





TANGO CONSTELLATION 
The Big and Little Dipper 





It is foolish enough as it is. 


A June Honeymoon Lexicon 


ISS—-A mouthquake occasioned by the 

contact of two heavenly bodies in 

the course of their flight around the 
honeymoon. 

Rice throwing—A cereal story that 
gives the whole thing away to the ob- 
servers on the train. 

The world—Paradise. 

Scenery—Her countenance. 

Hug—A soul clinch. 

Pout—S. O. S. for a kiss. 

Quarrel—An eclipse of the honeymoon. 

Tunnel—A kiss oasis in the desert of a 
long railroad journey. 

Souvenir—A spoon illustrated with a 
view which another spoon prevented the 
purchaser from seeing. 

Biscuit—An adamantine rock of the 
early hymeneal era. 

Old shoe—-A fourteen-inch shell used in 
firing the bride’s salute. 

Flat — An architectural recess into 
which two may squeeze by hugging up 
close. —Stuart B. Stone. 











The Passing of Arthur 


By CORINNE ROCKWELL SWAIN 


HE SLIM girl under the buff umbrella was 
doing a sketch in oils. As she strove 
earnestly to reproduce the opal tints 
where a ripple of surf met the sand, a 
young man, walking at low-tide mark, 
crossed her field of vision. For a palpi 
tating instant she gazed; then she peked 
her companion with the un-painty end of 
a long brush. 

‘Jean! Look, quick!’’ she breathed 
excitedly. The fat girl in the matting 
sun hat, who was sitting on the sand with 

+} her water colors, obeyed. At the mo- 

ment the young man’s delectably tanned 

features and white cap were vividly effective, in the late 
afternoon sun, against a blue sea. 

‘Dandy! Perfectly dandy!’’ sighed the water colorist 
softly. ‘‘Isn’t his profile stunning? Like the Hermes, 
you know!’’ 

**Like Donatello’s St. George, I should say,’’ the other 
amended critically, ‘‘with that lovely, long, tucked-up line 
under the chin. And his hair—did you notice? All 
bronzy and thick and curly in the back of his neck. I 
wonder who he is!’’ 

**One of the government life-saving crew, probably; 
he had a blue uniform and a big white ‘4’ on his sleeve. 

Yes, there he goes, in toward the station. My! I'd love 

to paint him, wouldn’t you, Alice?’’ She looked with sud- 

den distaste at her canvas. ‘‘The light’s changing. Let's go 

back to the hotel andclean up before dinner.’’ Alice agreed, 

and they collected their sketching traps, then walked thought- 
fully homeward through the dunes. 

Had the beauteous stranger remained invisible, he might 
have faded away into a fair, untroubling memory; but the very 
next morning, at the bathing hour, he reappeared, this time in 
a garb which revealed new perfections of form and grace. 
The tiny resort had no regular bathing guards, but several of 
the surfmen from the life-saving station were almost sure to 
be on hand to take a dip with the summer visitors. To them 
appealed the timid ones who wished to ‘‘go out farther’’ or to 
learn to swim, and they kept a friendly lookout as to the 
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Does he eat oats ? 
Why not? 





Samuel—No. 
Samuel—Ask him. 


William 


William 
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I wanna vote !’’ 


THE NEW 


**I don’ wan’ no dolly! 


general safety of the bathers. The two girls had nearly 
reached the water before they saw him, and Jean gave Alicea 
furtive pinch. 

‘“‘There he is again!’’ 
perfect?”’ 

Alice observed discreetly and agreed with solemn fervor. 
‘*Most men are such frights in bathing suits. But look at his 
lines, Jean—positively classic! Like—like the Antinous!’’ 

*“‘Oh, no, dear! Not so effeminate; more forceful, like 
the standing Discobolus, don’t you think?’’ They waded in 
seriously, and as neither could swim, they held hands and jumped 
over waves, the weight of their young emotions repressing the 
usual light-hearted squeals of girls thus occupied. Five min- 
utes later a deep, kindly voice hailed them. 

‘‘Like to go out a little further, ladies? I'll see that you 
get back safely.’ With fluttering hearts they looked around, 
to see the handsome coastguard touching his wet canvas hat 
most respectfully. Both noted at once that his eyes were a 
luminous brown, with strong black brows and lashes. And his 
smile! Friendly and almost affectionate it seemed, yet as de- 
void of flirtatious flavor as that of anice, ten-year-old boy. In 
view of the smile and his semi-official capacity, they felt safe 
in accepting the offer, and shyly hoped they weren’t giving him 
too much trouble. 

‘‘Not a bit!’’ asserted the hero genially. ‘‘We always like 
to be sociable, here at the beach. Guess you haven’t been here 
long. Know how toswim? No? Well, I’ll learn you.’’ 

His informality of speech did not repel them. Kind heagts 
are more than etiquette, and it is unfair to expect grammar 
and Hermes-St. George-Discobolus pulchritude from the same 
individual. After a swimming lesson full of adventurous and 
romantic throbs, they thanked him and ran to their bath house 
in a chaotic state of mind. 

‘“‘His last name,’’ Jean divulged breathlessly, ‘‘is Douglas. 


she whispered. ‘‘Isn’t he simply 




















I heard Mrs. Linton ask him whether it 
was going to rain. And she’d never no- 
tice him if he wasn’t nice.’’ 

‘“‘Well,’’ Alice sup- 
plemented in triumph, 
‘‘T heard one of the other 
lifesavers call him Ar- 
thur. Arthur Douglas! 
It’s a pretty name!’’ 

It was hot that after- 
noon, and, somehow, 
sketching did not appeal. 
So they accepted, with a 
half-guilty joy, the sug- 
gestion of Alice’s mother that they all 
attend the exhibition drill at the life- 
saving station. They went. They thrilled 
as Arthur, in dark blue, performed his 
part in the breeches buoy exercise, and 
they were still more entranced when 
Arthur, in white duck, helped to pull the 
surfboat wagon to the strand and took 
his place at the oars. They held their 
breath and clutched at one another when- 
ever the boat was capsized, and when it 
had returned, and Arthur, his wet suit 
clinging to his statuesque lines, flashed 
his boyish smile and his beautiful teeth 
at them on the way back to the station, 








their cup was full. 
But on their homeward 
way the girls often 
drifted a little apart 
and pensively regarded 
the sand or the horizon. 

That evening was un- 
necessarily lovely—one 
of those embarras de 
richesses affairs, where 
a great, pinky - yellow 
moon glimmers above 
the sea just as an enor- 
mous red sun sinks be- 
hind the marshes; a 
kind of evening unset- 
tling to very youthful 
hearts. Jeanand Alice 
took a little walk on 
the beach after dinner, 
and were filled with 
vague yearnings tinged 
with sadness. But, 
then, art students expect to feel that 
way; suffering is ever the price of tem- 
perament. They were both startled as 
Arthur met them, at the curve of the 
inlet. He was on patrol, with clock 
and Coston light slung picturesquely over 
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Why, this is only the bait. 
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BEGINNING EARLY 
** Gee whiz! that’s a fine catch, my lad! 


I ain’t been fishin’ yet.’’ 


one shoulder, his profile sternly beautiful 
in the tender moonlit dusk, his form a sol- 
dierly reminder of his perilous calling. 
They looked after him wistfully, when 
he had touched his cap and passed on; 
but this time they did not talk about him. 
Neither could help the fleeting 
thought that the moment might 
have held richer romantic pos- 
sibilities had she been walking 
alone. 

They were a little late at 
bathing time next morning, 
but Arthur Douglas was still 
in the surf, giving his kindly 
aid to a stoutish lady and three 
small children. Regretting 
their tardiness, they gazed with 
sinking hearts. 

**Some one from the hotel, 
I suppose,’’ murmured Alice, 
**though I don’t remember see- 
ing them. I do believe they’re 
coming out! Maybe, after 
they’re gone’’—— 

‘‘Perhaps,’”” Jean hoped 
tentatively. ‘‘But, see—he’s 
walking up the beach with 
them. I wonder whether he’|l 
come ‘back.’’ They dropped 
upon the sand, frankly for- 
lorn. Two men, standing near 
them, were also looking after 
the retreating group. 

‘‘Who’s that going up the 
strand with Art Douglas?’’ 
asked one of the men casu- 
ally. 
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ONE WOMAN AND ANOTHER 
Gladys—Jack really has a soft spot in his heart for me. 


Muriel—How do you know ? 


Gladys—He says he is always thinking of me. 
Muriel—Why, a man doesn't think with his heart. The soft spot must be in his head. 


*‘Just his wife and kids,’’ 
the other replied. ‘‘They’re 
staying at her sister’s, up 
near the station; came down 
on the train last night.’’ 








Two of a Kind, but Different 


HERE was a bunch of them in the 
hotel office, passing the conversa- 
tion around promiscuously, as strangers 
thrown together will do, 
and it finally centered on 
two who seemed to have 
the colloquial punch more 
highly developed than 
the others. 
all business men, most of 
them drummers, and they 
were talking on the sub- 
ject nearest their pocket- 
books. 

**Well,’’ said one of the two, ‘‘I’m a 
merchant, and I believe in advertising. 
I have the biggest store in my town, 
carrying the largest stock of goods ever 
offered there, and I do more business than 
all the rest of them put together. And I 
do it because I let the public know my 
goods are the best, my prices the lowest, 
my clerks the most efficient, my cus- 
tomers get better treatment than else- 
where, and that everything I have for 
sale is exactly as represented and no 
others are so good. I do not hesitate to 
state frankly that people get more for 
their money at my store than anywhere 
else in town, and that I cannot be under- 
sold by any competitor. I keep no shop- 
worn stuff, and every article on my shelves 
or in my showcases is the very latest and 
best in its line, and customers cannot do 
as well in the city as they can do right at 
home if they deal with me. That’s the 
kind of a merchant I am, and satisfac- 
tion is guaranteed or money refunded. 
Y’understand?’”’ 

*“*Shake!’’ said the other, sticking out 
his flipper cordially. ‘‘When a man has 
got the best thing, I admire to see him 
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STARTLING THE MINISTER 


Villie (trying to speak appropriately to the minister) —For heaven's sake 
pass the butter! 


They were, 









THE NEW “ ABOVEBOARD,” 


willing to say so. That’s the kindof a 
manlam. I am the editor and owner of 
a newspaper in my town, and I not only 
have the largest circulation there, but I 
have more than all the others combined, 
and when a subscriber puts his name on 
my list, he knows he will get more good 
reading than if he subscribed for all my 
contemporaries. As for advertisers, I 
claim without fear of successful contra- 
diction that my circulation spreads over 
a wider field than any or all of my con- 
temporaries dare 
claim, and my paper 
is a household word in 
every family in my 
town and county. 
Every advertisement 
h is read as carefully 
and with as keen in- 
terest as the highest- 
class reading matter 
in the paper—we print 
only the best by the 
— best—and my prices, 
considering my vastly 
superior circulation, 
are far below those of 
any of my rivals. As 
an advertiser, you 
know what that 
means.’”’ 
The first speaker 
said he did, and the 
two shook hands again, 





FOR EASE OF REPAIR, 








RECOMMENDS ITSELF 


drew apart from the bunch, and presently 
drifted out of sight toward the bar. 

‘‘Who the deuce are they?’’ inquired 
one of the remainder. 

‘‘Aw, say, don’t you know them yet?”’ 
responded a party who had not been hav- 
ing much to say. ‘‘One is the advertise- 
ment liar, and the other is the circulation 
liar. I’m in the business, and I never 
heard of a town so small, if it had a 
newspaper in it, that didn’t have at least 
two, and the big places have more, ac- 


cording to size.’’—wWilliam J. Lampton. 


A Page from History 


HE Greeks were entering Troy in the 
wooden horse. 
**More daring than entering with a 
wooden head,’’ they explained. 
Thus they took a crack at future am- 
bassadors. 


Poor Man Speaketh 


They often speak of women thus: 
‘“‘They cannot throw a stone.’’ But, 
then, 
The looks the charmers cast at us! 
And, oh, the marks they make of men! 


A Good Match 


**I never could see,’’ growled the man 
with the dyspeptic look, ‘‘why fond moth- 
ers clamor for a good match for their 
daughters. A good match is nothing but 
a stick with a head on it.’’ 




















. Wee AN S, 
i\\ Ss 


lif 
| 


Hh 
\\\\] ii) 
\\\' \ MU 


LEARNING THE GAME’S FINE POINTS 


Fannie—Why does the pitcher do that, Jack? 


The Ruling Passion 


OU had a day at Niagara, 

I understand. ’’ 

““Yes. Had a delight- 
ful time there, too.’’ 

“Falls were pretty 
fine, eh?’’ 

**Why—er—we didn’t 
see the falls. Wespent 
all our time at the mov- 
ies.’’ 


Let Him Cast the First Stone 


No girl objects to Cupid’s dart, 
Nor does she mind the stones he flings; 
Such treatment never pains her heart 
When stones are cut and set in rings. 


His Knowledge Was Limited 


‘I saw young Suburbo running a new 
machine this morning.”’ 

‘Was it one of the latest models?’’ 

“I really couldn’t say.”’ 

*‘I thought you knew all about automo- 
biles.’’ 

*‘SoIdo. But I don’t know anything 
about lawn mowers.’’ 





Jack—He's winding himself up. 


The List 


BAT, a ball, a mask, a mitt, 
A track suit and three sweaters, 
A punching bag, a golf outfit, 
A sheaf of co-eds’ letters; 


A volume on biology, 
A nose at football broken, 
A bulldog and a family tree 
Of which we’d had no token; 


Five suits to wear upon the street, 
A dress suit, a Tuxedo, 

Ten pairs of shoes, one pair of feet, 
The fine nickname of ‘‘Speedo’’; 


A lordly air, a trace of Greek, 
A look of satisfaction, 

A mode of speaking quite unique, 
A breach-of-promise action; 


A mackinaw that fairly yelled, 
Of tangoes quite a knowledge, 
A note expaining why expelled— 
These Jack brought home from college. 
—Walter G. Doty. 


Who Held the Stakes ? 
Mary—l’ll bet you would not dare to 
hold a girl in your lap! 
Sammy—lI think I’1| take you up on that. 


Fannie—Oh, I remember now. 


He was run down between bases. 


The Garden Variety 


A SLIM chicken, who was so thin that 

she nicked the counter where she 
leaned against it, trickled up to the ho- 
siery department of a Sixteenth Street 
store and said, 

*“‘Cawn you give me a pair of hose that 
won’t bag at the knees?”’ 

Mame shifted her chicle against her 
back molars, oozed a wise slant over the 
customer and replied listlessly, 

‘‘Not unless yuh take garden hose!’’ 


Cupid’s Playfulness 
Cupid, being but a boy, 
Childish games does much enjoy. 
After us he fairly flies; 
**Tag, you’re it!’’ then gayly cries. 


Er—Quite So 


Lydia—When Jack met Billy and me 
out walking, I found it very hard to con- 
ceal my dismay. 

Alice—I imagine! It’s so hard to con- 
ceal anything with the present style! 





When it comes to manipulating bones the 
dressmaker can give points to osteopaths 














HE OTHER day in Ho- 
nolulu I was shaved 
for the first time in 
my life by a Japanese 
barber. I stopped at 
Honolulu on my way — 
to the Orient, went — 
into a Japanese barber shop, 

and called for a shave. 

The barber waved me to a chair, broke 
it in the middle, and left me hanging at 
the ends. Gingerly he dipped a brush in 
a cup of lather and began touching me 
up here and there deftly, as though re- 
storing old masters. When he finished, 
just a few of the more prominent eleva- 
tions had been flecked. Naturally I ex- 
pected him to reach for his razor and go 
to work; but instead of that, he picked 
up a pair of scissors and began trimming 
the edges of my hair, while the lather on 
my face crinkled and itched. 

When he was satisfied, he put his razor 
into the hardened lather and began haul- 
ing and shoving. His razor had seen 





Shaved by a Japanese 


By HOMER CROY 


much service and should have been re- 
tired long ago, but he kept right on with 
it, as though the price mark still showed. 
The barber was a small fellow, but he 
was strong; otherwise he could not have 
been a barber. His right arm was won- 
derfully developed—lI could see that he 
had been in the barber business for a long 
time. 

Leaning heavily on his razor, he went 
to work, climbing gradually hand over 
hand up the side of my face to my ear; 
then, taking my face in his hands, he 
turned it over on the other cheek and let 
himself down the other side. Putting 
away his razor, he touched a spring in 
the chair and tossed me into the middle 
of the floor. 
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‘‘Washie,’’ he explained, motion- 
ing for me to bend over with my 
head under a faucet. After he felt 
that | had enough water down my 
neck, he motioned me back to the 
chair again and gave a towel a 
swing or two over my face. While 

my face was still dripping with water, he 
began throwing on powder. I thought 
that the first layer would surely be 
enough, but that seemed only to whet his 
desire, and when he sat me up, there 
was only an occasional feature visible 
through the drifts. 

Suddenly he grabbed an atomizer and 
began spraying my hair. 

**What’s that for?’’ I gasped, waving 
away the disinfectant. 

‘‘For perfume,’’ giving the bulb a vig- 
orous squeeze. 

**Stop!’’ I ordered, trying to shelter 
myself from the mange remedy. 

‘Oh, so well all right!’’ he said, with 
a sweep of his hand, as if there were no 
accounting for tastes, and handed me a 
domino. On the back of the 
block I found scratches, and 
through a hole in the partition 
which divided the grocery from 
the tonsorial parlor, I saw his 
wife waiting to do cashier 
duty. Paying the fifteen cents 
which covered the trim, the 
powdering, the spraying and 
the scraping, I started out, 
while his wife stepped around 
the partition into the barber 
shop, either to speak to her 
husband or to get the razor to 
prepare the noonday meal. 

I don’t know which, but I 
have my surmise. 


This Week's Six Best Sellers 


‘*Bread.’’ 
**Meat.’’ 
**Potatoes.’”’ 
**Salt.”’ 
**Butter.”’ 
‘‘Sugar.’’ 


Still at Large 


Though petty criminals 
caught, 
On Justice still I call 
To make of Cupid a report, 
The greatest rogue of all! 


are 























HEY had wearied of the conventional 
pleasures of the resort. Tennis no 
longer called them, and golf, which had 
gained more of their favor as it gave 
them something of isolation, had lately 
seemed like other sports, because they 
could not be absolutely alone. 

‘*Let us climb the mountain to-morrow,’’ he suggested. 

‘*Shall we?’’ Her tone really was concurrent. 

Nothing more was said about it for an hour or two. A 
Hungarian band, whose members almost enacted tango music 
as they played it, struck up, and he and she danced with the 
grace of experts and with the abandon of partners in perfect 
sympathy. And they danced again and again, unwearied. 

‘If we climb the mountain to-morrow,’’ said she, ‘‘we must 
get a good night’s rest, must we not?’’ 

They were now walking on the piazza, their bodies still 
swaying to the music from within. Apparently they were 
searching for some little space where they might be alone. 
They passed sitting women, too old to flirt, yet young enough 
to take cognizance of Cupid’s business, although it might not 
be apparent to persons with legitimate things in mind; heavy 
men half asleep in chairs after dinners that beget lethargy; 
couples of young persons not yet arrived at a certain state of 
mutuality, though they were on the way to it; and other cou- 
ples so absorbed that they were oblivious of surroundings. 


By J. A. 


On a Mountain 


WALDRON 


The phases of Cupid’s activity are 
as various as human impulses. When 
finally this pair had found a moment’s 
privacy, they held hands a moment, and 
that was all. All but a ‘‘good-night,’’ 
he agreeing to plan for a luncheon they 
were to take with them in the morning. 
They were to keep their adventure secret. 

They met as planned and began their journey. The morn- 
ing was as joyous as they were. Near the foot of the moun- 
tain they stopped curiously to observe an old man with a kindly 
face, working in a small garden, in front of which was a small 
chapel and a tiny cottage, at the door of which stood a woman 
of like years and with a like kindly face. 

**Will you give us a drink of water?’’ asked the young man. 

The woman disappeared within the cottage and returned 
with a dipper, which the old man filled from a well with a 
sweep and handed to the young woman. She drank and passed 
it to her companion. 

‘“‘This is a small church,’’ ventured the young man, after 
acknowledging the courtesy. 

“‘Yes,’’ replied the old man. ‘‘Our flock is small. A few 
hereabout come to service, and once in a while curiosity seek- 
ers from the hotel.’’ 

‘*And the clergyman?’’ 

‘‘T am the pastor,’’ replied the old man. 








FORE! 


Dear old lady—1t must be some sort of a game they’re playing. 


picked up so far. 


The young couple, wondering at such 
religious simplicity, again thanked the 
old people for their kindness and began 
to climb the mountain. 

Up they went steadily until noon, when 
they stopped in the shade of a great rock 
for luncheon and drank from a mountain 
stream, laughing like children. 

Refreshed, they went on, but long be- 
fore they reached the mountaintop, the 
girl showed weariness. Now and then 
he helped her over a rough place. Some- 
times it was necessary for him to com- 
pass her waist with his arm. Delight 
came to both in these contacts, and when 
they had reached the top, his arm was 
about her without necessity. 

They disposed themselves comfortably. 
**See!’’ said he. ‘‘The sun is setting!’’ 

‘It is beautiful!’’ was her comment. 

They sat and watched the sun until it 
disappeared, the heavy air of the horizon 
tempering its brightness. Twilight came 
before either of them realized its meaning. 

**Come!’’ she suddenly said. ‘‘We must 
hurry back !’’ 

‘*How can we find the way?’’ he asked. 

She burst into tears. He soothed her. 
It grew cold, and he gave her his coat. 

Early the next afternoon they re- 
appeared at the little church. The old 
clergyman was again working in his lit- 
tle garden. He stopped and came for- 
ward. 

‘Can you give us something to eat?’’ 
asked the young man. 

‘*Margaret!’’ called the old man. His 
wife appeared at the cottage door. The 
girl was so faint she leaned upon her 
companion, and both were haggard. 
‘‘These young people are hungry. Can 
you give them coffee and something to 


eat?’’ Then the old man turned to the 
youngman. ‘‘Lost on the mountain?’’ 
“Te8."° 


**And didn’t you meet the friends from 
the hotel who are searching for you?’’ 

**No. ” 

**Come in, please.’’ 
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This is the fourth little ball I’ve 
All entered the cottage. When the 


the young couple reap- 
peared arm in arm. Their faces glowed, 
and they responded to the _ gracious 
leavetaking of their elders gratefully, 
for they were now man and wife. 


dcor reopened, 


The Original Swatter ? 


OMITIAN, the tyrant, 
Though villainous, was wise, 

Because he spent his idle time 

Assassinating flies. 
Impaled upon his bodkin, 

They buzzed in frantic throes, 
The while he gloated, thinking how 

They crawled upon his nose. 


In hunting down the insects, 
He had all kinds of luck, 
Till seldom in his palace were 
There any to be stuck. 

So let this be said of him: 
Whatever he was not, 

He was the first (see history) 
The pesky fly to swat. 


James Ravenscroft. 


Autos and Mud Slinging 


‘‘What is it necessary for a man to 
have if he is going into politics?’’ 
‘“*A mud guard.”’ 






































Mr. Mouse—There’s your militant suffragette | 
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WONDER why I’m kicked by Fate? Her schemes I can’t 
unravel. The trains are always six hours. late when I’m 
prepared to travel. For months and months they run on time 
and never are belated, and tourists say, ‘‘It is sublime, the way 
they’re operated!’’ But when I to the depot blow and buy my 
little ticket and ask the agent when we’ll go, he answers, 
through his wicket, ‘‘There’s been a washout on the line— 
we’re having grief a-plenty!—and so the train that’s due at 
nine won’t leave.till ’leven-twenty !’’ 

To picnics other people hike—that sort of outing pleases; 
they have the weather that they like, sunshine and gentle 
breezes. They climb the trees and sail in boats and find gro- 
tesque employment, and nothing ever gets their goats or ruins 
their enjoyment. But when I to a picnic go, old Pluvius gets 
busy, and cyclones rage and torrents flow, until the world seems 
dizzy. And if I try to climb a tree, to carve my name and 
titles, I fall four miles and break a knee and dislocate my 
vitals. If in a boat I paddle round, with some one’s lovely 
daughter, it always sinks, and I am drowned in forty kinds of 
water. ‘ 

Some folks can travel round the globe and never meet dis- 
aster; they will not even tear a robe or need a healing plaster. 
But if I walk a half a mile, to bask in rural splendor, a dog 
comes bounding o’er a stile and bites me where I’m tender. In 
meadows sweet I fear to roam, for bulls are sure to see me, and 
then the blamed things chase me home, or, peradventure, tree 
me. And if upon a grassy bank I sit me down to ponder, all up 
and down my shapely shank the ants and chiggers wander. 
The ram will leave his pensive herd, to do some fancy buttin’; 
I always think I look absurd when I’m pursued by mutton. 
All sorts of insects to me cling and plow a gory furrow, and 
flying perils scratch or sting, when they don’t bite or burrow. 
Yet there are men who are immune; their hides, I guess, are 
tougher, and they can roam the woods in June and never weep 
or suffer! 

My life is patterned wrong, by heck! for Fate’s a dizzy 
weaver. I always get it in the neck, where chickens get the 
cleaver. And yet sometimes it seems to me that I’d be more 


resentful if balmy peace were given me—’twould be so un- 
eventful ! 





Extracts from the .New Marriage Service 


O THE man: Wilt thou take this woman for winter and 
summer, not for one year, but many, in temper and in 
tempest, in war of words and in dictation of orders? Doth thou 
promise to pay her bills without murmur, e’en though they loom 
as mountains before thee? Wilt thou permit her‘ to tango, 
day after day, night after night, without protest, and wilt thou 
listen without dissent to the tales she relates to thee of they 
who were in her class at college and of others who are truly 
wonderful that she has met? And wilt thou agree that in all 
arguments she is but just and right, and that thou started to 
argue but for the pleasure of her chatter? And wilt thou com- 
plain not at diabolical cooking, or protest when she taketh the 
poodle to bed—e’en though he has but just had his nightly bath? 
Wilt thou but smile when she calleth thee silly, if by chance 
thou expresseth an idea, and wilt thou agree that in all things 
for all time she is but right, as she sayeth she is? 

And to the woman: Wilt thou take this man for worse and 
more of it? Promise to live with him, e’en though thou findeth 
he snoreth in his slumber like unto the note of a siren whistle? 
Wilt thou marvel not when thou findest that his chestnut locks 
are falling from his head like grass before the scythe, and that 
soon his pate will shine even as a billiard ball? Wilt thou fill 
that room which thou detesteth with broken furniture and bric- 
a-brac, and into which thee and thy friends never venture 
through fear of chills? And wilt thou say, when he lighteth 
his pipe in that sanctum which thou hath prepared for thy bridge 
club, ‘‘Why smoketh thou here? Have I not prepared for thee 
aden for thy comfort?’’ And when thou departest ‘to visit thy 
old roommate at Brindle Moo College, wilt thou bring to thy 
mutual home all of thy relatives to bear him company while 
thou art away? And if he complaineth and speaketh of clubs 
wherein he might linger, wilt thou censure him as befitting his 
ungratefulness and say unto him, ‘‘All men are but alike. A 
woman doeth her best to please, and receiveth nothing for her 
pains !’’ —William Sanford. 


Disastrous Climax ' 
Mary — Love never did bring me any luck, mum. 
Mrs. Smith—Really, I fail to see how that can concern 
me, Mary. 
Mary—No, indeed, mum; 
statue of Venus, mum. 


only now I’ve broken the 
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SHOCKING ! 


Mrs. Athome—I thought you were taking electrical treatment ? 
Mrs, Gadd—They charged me too much, 











As Secn on the Golf Course 


STRANGELY garbed old 

man staggered onto the 
golf course with lantern in 
hand. It was Diogenes, 
who mumbled, ‘‘I wonder 
if I shall find him here?’’ 
Wandering about, he lis- 
tened. This 
heard: 

**{ made the hole in five,’’ said the fat 
man. 

**You took six,’’ replied the lean man. 
‘‘Two drives and four to get in. The 
hole is mine in five strokes.”’ 

**I made the first nine in forty-five,” 
said the man in spotted leggins. 

‘*‘My card says you made it in forty- 
seven, while my score was forty-four,’’ 
said the man in white flannel trousers. 

**You scraped your ball 
from a divot hole,’’ charged 
the bareheaded man. ‘‘I saw 
you drag your brassie over 
the ball when you did it.”’ 

“‘An accident like that 
don’t count in a_ friendly 
game,’’ replied the opponent. 

**You pushed the ball when 
you holed out,’’ said the man 
with checkered cap. 

**Don’t worry about my 








pushing. Watch your own 
strokes,’’ replied the oppo- 
nent. 


‘*Hey, there! You have 
no right to lift the ball be- 
tween the tee and the hole!’’ 
screamed a man in sleeveless 
shirt, when his opponent lifted 
the ball out of a gash in the 
turf and placed it on an eleva- 
tion. 

‘“‘“Gwan! Haven’t I got a 





is what he ; 





Love's Stepladder 


Culmination 
Expectation Contemplation 


Exhilaration Revelation 
Application Consternation 
Determination Indignation 
Trepidation Exasperation 
Infatuation Separation 


Hung Up 
‘‘Why did that manufacturer have to 
suspend?”’ 
‘*He was held up by his hands and could 
not recover his footing.’’ 


The Unfortunate Fact 


‘*A man’s sins find him out sooner or 
later,’’ said the philosopher sententiously. 
**Yes,’’ said the cynic; ‘‘but, unfortu- 
nately, most of the time they find him in.’’ 





Beating Joshua 
HEN Joshua enjoined 


the sun 


And made it halt its flight, 
No doubt he thought that he had done 
A clever thing, all right. 


But many women of to-day 


A greater feat can do. 


They halt o!d Time himself, while they 


Stand pat at thirty-two 


Or any age they care to be 


Though Time tugs at the bit. 
They do it, too, quite gracefully, 


And get away with it. 


Waller G. Doty. 


The Play’s Not the 


First New Yorker —Was the play poor? 
Second New Yorker—Randall stole home 
Imagine preferring 


after the first act. 
home! 


Thing 




















JUDGE’S MOTION PICTURES 























right to see if the ball is 
mine before I hit it? See 
the big B? It was hid on the 
lower side when I raised it,’’ ; 
replied the man in a red i 
sweater. Eas’) 

‘*This is no place for me,’’ 
remarked Diogenes dryly, as 
he blew out his lantern and 
started for home. 


—Charles A. Green. 


Popping the Question 














“Will you be my little 
chimpanzee ?’’ 

‘Sir, you are extremely in- 
sulting!’’ 

“*Why, I thought that was 
the proper way to propose! 
It is according to all the 
popular songs.”’ 


THE SALE {5 
INTERRUPTED 
AND ALLS WELL 
TWAT ENDS WELL 












TEN YEARS LATER 
HIRAM IS NOW RICH 


AND LONGSAGAIN FOR 
THE SIMPLE LIFE 
~ _ o 
THE FATAL EGG 
APPEARS 























After All These Years: or, The Value of Preserved Hen Fruit 


















A? THE sprins?™? tion in 
Greater New’ “®” ‘, each 
vote cost the city, . » At 





the first election’: so 13 An- 

( 
geles after woman suffrage ,) apted, 
women themselves took char®e the 


registering and voting of about 85,000 
women, at a cost of 15 cents apiece. Of 
course it would be an awful thing for 
women in New York to take away the 
men’s jobs at election time, but a saving 
of $3.30 a vote would pile up a lot of 
money to be used for some other kind of 
graft. 


The first Anti-Suffrage Association in 
the United States or any other country 
was organized in Massachusetts in 1884. 
It has labored diligently ever since, with 
the excellent result that both houses of 
the Legislature have voted by immense 
majorities to submit the question to the 
voters. If the antis keep on with their 
good work, the next Legislature will give 
the necessary indorsement, and then, if 
they will do their level best, it may pull 
through at the polls. 

0 

A new Chicago policewoman has quali- 
fied as one of the best shots on the force, 
92 out of 100. Does she vote because 
she is such a good shot or can she shoot 
so well because she is a voter? What is 
the connection between shooting and vot- 
ing, anyway? 


Why are there so many more widows 
than widowers? Because a man finds 
marriage such a nice institution that he 
gets right back into it, while a woman— 
well, she doesn’t. But why is the death 
rate higher among husbands than wives, 
and among widowers than widows? Seems 
as if it must be because man is a poor, 
weak critter, without much stamina. 


[7 


) 


There was an increase of fifteen per 
cent. in marriages in Chicago the first 
six months after the Legislature granted 
woman suffrage. That may not have been 
the cause, but if the figures had gone the 
other way, there would have had to be a 
special session to repeal it. 


Richard le Gallienne has gone Omar 
Khayyam’s ‘‘a loaf of bread, a jug of 
wine and thou, singing in the wilderness 
underneath a bough,’’ one better. He 





Dy Ina Husted Harper 


will be perfectly satisfied ‘‘if only she 
and I can go, walking forever through 
the snow.’’ Maybe he would, but we 
think the lady would want something 
warmer even than Richard’s poetry. 


Congress is considering a bill to give 
the suffrage to the men of Porto Rico. 
Can it be that there are any males under 
the jurisdiction of the United States 
without a vote? Shelve all other meas- 
ures before Congress until this terrible 
wrong has been righted! 


The Denver police records show that 
married men are far more law-abiding 





IF YOU WANT A THING DONE WELL, DO IT YOURSELF 


than unmarried, and the New York City 
superintendent of schools says the mar- 
ried women teachers are much more amen- 
able to discipline than the _ spinsters. 
There seems to be no doubt that marriage 
is the best known means of saving grace 
for the unregenerate. 

_ 

A society has been organized in New 
York to arouse in fathers more interest 
in their children. Perhaps they have 
already sufficient interest, but in many 
cases it has to be spread out over such a 
large surface. 

0 

According to the Denver chief of po- 
lice, juvenile crime, in proportion to the 
school population in that city, has greatly 
declined in the last ten years. The Los An- 


geles chief of police announces 

that crime has considerably 

lessened in the entire State ¢ 

in the last two years, since 

women were enfranchised. Perhaps wom- 
an suffrage has nothing to do with these 
statistics; but if they told an opposite 
story, it would have to bear the whole 
responsibility. 





0 
The State of Washington has the low- 
est death rate of any in the country; 
New Hampshire the highest. Moral- 
Go West, where women vote. 


Why should the advocates of woman 
suffrage be criticised for trying to defeat 
members of Congress who are opposed to 
it, when all of the parties do their best 
to prev_nt the election of their oppo- 
nents? If the suffragists did not try to 
keep their enemies out of Congress, they 
wouldn’t have political sense enough to 


vote. P 
0 


The women of Nebraska having tramped 
several thousand miles to secure 45,000 
names to their petition for the suffrage, 
those of Ohio have now started on a 
longer journey for the 136,000 their init- 
iative law requires. By the way, what 
have the men of those States ever done 
to earn their right to vote? 


Mm 
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The doctors are now admonishing the 
women that if they keep on with the pres- 
ent style of tight-fitting hats and head- 
bands, nothing can save them from bald- 
ness. Women have been listening to this 
kind of prophecy for several generations, 
and yet have kept their hair on; but when 
they look about, they observe that nearly 
all the men are baldheaded. 


The State of Washington has a “‘lazy 
husbands’ law,’’ by which a man who will 
not support his family, instead of being 
sent to jail to live in idleness, is put to 
work on the roads and his wages paid to 
the family. It seems as if those States 
where women vote are doing all they can 
to prevent the men of other States from 
giving the suffrage to their women. 

The New York Tribune says, ‘‘ Another 
ten years, and the clinging vine will be 
only a moist and tender memory.’’ What 
a fortunate thing for the oak! 
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Enfant Terrible 


Beauch~Waa fiir ein liebes hilbaches Dienst~ 
miidchen Sie haben . 

Hausfrau—Ja, sie ist sehr nett, nur fusserst 
langsam. 

Der kleine Frite-Ah, darum sagt Papa zu ihr 
immer: Sie lieber Schneck! 


Visitor—What a dear, pretty servant 
you have! 

Lady— Yes, she is very neat, only aw- 
fully slow. 

Little Fritz—Ah! that is why papa al- 
ways calls her ‘‘you dear snail !’’—Fie- 
gende Blaetter (Munich). 





The Baby Cult 
A contemporary recently stated that 
society women are seen about much more 


with their children now. The above is 
what we may expect in the park.—Lon- 
don Opinion. 





A Poor Alibi 


“Mais voyons, ma chére, tu as tort de luien vouloir, 
ton maria fort bien pu passer la soirée chez Gaston, et 
ne pas t'avoir trompée.” 

‘C'est justement ce qui neat pas possible, puireque 
Gaston avait passé la soirée avec moi.” 


‘*But, see, my dear, you do wreng to 
be angry with him. Your husband could 
very well have passed the evening at Gas- 
ton’s and not have deceived you.”’ 

‘*That’s just what was impossible, for 
Gaston passed the evening with me!”’ 
Pages Folles (Paris). 
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Corroborative Evidence 

Unbeliever (after the spiritualist se- 
ance)—-Surely you don’t believe that the 
spirit of your dead husband upset all that 
furniture? 

Widow—Well, I don’t know. George 
was dreadfully clumsy !—Bulletin (Syd- 
ney). 


FOREIGN FUNMAKERS 


{pate 
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Her Provision 


Junge Frau—tch bleibe nich mehr bei dir, ich reife 
heim zu meiner Mutter! 

Junoer Mann—Hier ist das Reisegeld! 

Junge Frau-Aber das reicht ja nicht fiir die 
Riick fahrt! 

Young wife—I won't stay with you any 
longer! Iam going home to mother! 

Husband—Here’s the fare. 

Young wife-—But that is not enough for 
the return trip!—Meggendorfer Blaetter 
(Munich). 





A False Alarm 


[Circular from head office of a London 
bank to its branches: ‘‘Suggested that 
the cashier should drop his cash scoop as 
a warning to the remainder of the staff 
that a forged check is being presented and 
that they are to detain the presenter.’’] 

The cashier at our Goldstead branch has 
the misfortune to drop his scoop acciden- 
tally when cashing a check for the worthy 
mayor of our select suburb.— Punch (Lon- 
don). 
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The Fable of the Mouse in the Beer 


ONE DAY Ignatz the Mouse was deep in his Hole, making Faces 


at Hops, the Brewer’s Cat. 

“Come out in the Open,’’ said Hops, ‘‘and I’ll swallow you 
alive !’’ 

“If you did that, you Boob,’’ replied Ignatz, ‘‘you’d have more 
Intelligence in your Stomach than you have in your Bean. Bu‘ 
stand aside and give me a Sporting Chance, and I'll race you three 
times around the Beer Vat.’’ 

“You’re on!’’ said Hops, and he stepped back. 

Ignatz crawled out of his Hole and legged two Laps around the 
Tub, with Hops a close second and Gaining Fast. Here Ignatz 
looked back, took in the situation, ran up a Plank to the edge of the 
Vat and dived into the Beer. 

Now, this Ignatz was Some Swimmer; so he floated around in 
the Brew and dared Hops to come in and get him. 

“T thought you were on the level,’’ said Hops. ‘‘Instead, you 
take a Mean Advantage of my Honesty and go where you know I 
can’t follow. If you have a Drop of Sporting Blood in you, come 
out and surrender.’’ 

“Tush,’’ sneered Ignatz, ‘‘you couldn’t get me with a Net! But 
]’ll tell you what: stay where you are, and I’Il come out and run 
twice around the edge of this Natatorium, but on condition that you 
don’t follow till I say, Go!’’ 

Hops consented, and Ignatz crawled out on the other side of the 
Vat, near the Plank, beat it down the same and Ducked into his 


_ Hole. 


“Well,’’ remarked Hops, as he walked off thoughtfully, ‘‘that 
only goes to prove that you should 


Never take seriously the Remarks of one who is in Liquor.”’ 


From a Sinner's Diary 


KNOW a woman I wish had a scheme to raise Belgian hares or 

something on the top of Mt. McKinley or somewhere and wanted 
ahelper, one who hated housework. I could stab her a hand-picke. 
one right from here. 

If we like anybody we like ’em. They may be red-headed—cr 
even thick-headed. It doesn’t make any difference what they have 
nor what they do. We figure it all out how we want ’em, and then 
finally come to know that exactly opposite is much the best. 

I know a boy who shot a wolf and got a $25 bounty. Therefore 
don’t try to keep him away from the door. Get a box of cartridges 
and let him come 

I know a woman who always puts on a patch just the size it is. 
She never trims it. 

To reform a reformer: Invite him to step up and do, instead of 
stand back and blow. 

A blue eye looks all right rising over a pink or a white cheek, 
but along with a brown or brindle cheek I still contend a dark eye 
rhymes better. 

Clinch in and answer your own prayers. 

Wading out into Truth clear to my vaccination mark is what 
makes me appear so. 

Give the devil his dues. He’ll take ’em, anyway. 

Wouldn’t it be a circus to read your own obituary? But, then, 
it wouldn’t do, of course, while you were still here to kick it over 
My head is swelled so as it is that my old brass halo doesn’t fit any 
more, and I’ve got to trade it for a rubber one. 

When a man dies, they divide the money. When a woman dies, 
they divide the work. 

You know the kind—always putting things in a trench that pine 
for a trellis. 

When you can never have anything you want, after a while you 
get so you don’t want anything. And you’re about as tedious to 
live with then as when you were always wanting. 

I have so many imaginary troubles, my real ones hardly ever get 
an audience with me. 

Wag at the little uncombed heads in the windows, and when 
you catch ’em out buy ’em cones. Now, before they have anything, 
is the only time you can. Then comes a lull; then you can again— 


after they know there’s nothing to have. 
—Lynette Freemire. 


























The Aristocrat of Cigarettes 


RAMESES 


Largest Selling 20c 
Cigarette 









































































































































**Summer Breezes” 


By VALENTINE SANDBERG 


When the mercury hovers around the 
century mark this is guaranteed to cool 


‘For She’s My Daisy”’ 


By W. D. GOLDBECK 


You may not care for flowers, but, real- 
ly, this particular type of “daisy” will 
gladden your heart every time you look 


our fevered brow. 
) at her. 


The picture, in full color—9 x 12—dou- We 


ble mounted on heavy white 

mat—1l1 x 14—ready to frame, 5c 
Wee WOOCQNE SP . 6 6 te 
SPECIAL LIMITED OFFER | 
We will send either of the above pictures to 
you for 25c a copy, or both “Summer 

Breezes” and “For She's My Daisy,” 50c 
also a Judge Art Print Catalog for 

The Catalog contains 62 reproductions in miniature, beau 
tifully printed in sepia, on India tint paper, and the cost 
is 0c acopy, but for one month we will send it free in 


connection with the above offer. Send in the coupon at 
once. It is attached for your convenience 


JUDGE, 225 Fifth Ave. , New York 





will send a copy of this picture in 


full color — 9 x 12 — double 
mounted on heavy white mat 


—l1 x l4—ready to frame .. 25¢ 





pms ()| |) )\ 
JUDGE, 

225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Enclosed find 50c for which send me ‘‘Summer 
Breezes’’ and “‘For She's My Daisy,"’ also a 
Catalog of Judge Art Prints, as per your spe- 
cial offer. 


J.—6-30-14 


Name . 


Address. 
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=> If coming to New York 
PRESERVE YOUR COPIES Why Pay Excessive Hotel wt 4 
OF JUDGE ] 0 


in a handsome binder which we offer you 
for $1.50, express prepaid, This binder 
will last for years, as it is heavily reinforced DIAMONDS ON CREDIT 
amd itis so arranged that issues can be in- 4 t - 

serted as they are received, Sectional posts ~ d 















































allow for expansion, A bound file of Jupcp ' 
is very appropriate for your library table and 40 ie o 
a source of pleasure at all times, Address U 
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Prayer of the Shorn Lamb 


paiTHEE gentle stranger—or if, per- 
haps, thou art my friend— 
Take what I say in kindliness; I mean not 
to offend. 
But if, perchance, thou hast a plan that 
only doth entail 
One hundred bucks to yield a million 
profit without fail; 
Or if, perhaps, thou hast some other sim- 
ple little scheme 
By which to bring me fortune far beyond 
my wildest dream— 
Some inside information of a confidential 
deal 
That means much easy money in, say, 
cotton, wheat or steel; 
Or dost thou merely wish to give me free 
some standard books; 
To stake me to a gratis ocean voyage, via 
Cook’s; 
To sell—nay, give me at a dime a share 
some oil-land stock; 
Or fine suburban lot for naught, that’s 
worth a city block; 
Convey to me an interest in some won- 
drous patent new, 
For say, perhaps, & measly little Qoiar 
bill or two 
Then let me tell thee ere thou dost attempt 
one word to say, 
’'Tis useless! So unfold no tale, but get 
thee on thy way! 
I’ve played the string, nor left one easy 
means to wealth untried: 
But where the meanest low-brow might 
have cashed, there have I died. 
I grant thy scheme is mighty good, orig- 
inal and new; 
That truly thou dost honor me by thy se- 
lection, too. 
And, yet, I also know that if gold nuggets 
fell like hail, 
I’d probably be doing time within some 
county jail! 
To me all things look good; to every one 
I hark. 
Iam the real soft thing—the ever-ready 
easy mark. 
So go thy way and tempt me not, but be 
content to let 
Me plug along and earn my little wage 
by honest sweat. 
I seek not affluence, nor yet some easy 
road to fame; 
I want no sinecure, nor care to court the 
Fickle Dame. 
I only ask, dear friend, this little boon: 
to work my own 
Salvation, remain a hired man, and—to 


be let alone. —R. E. Morse. 


Handmade 


‘‘I believe in the kiss-and-make-up 
theory,’’ announced the agitator of peace. 

*‘And I find things that way,’’ replied 
the boastful boy. ‘‘Whenever I kiss, I 
notice the make-up.’’ 


Memorable 


“T shall never forget to-night,’’ she 
sighed, 
As she looked at the twinkling stars. 
**Nor I,’’ said he, as he*took a puff 
At one of her dad’s cigars. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
Bitters be used in making it : insures your getting the very 
best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADvV.) 
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We extend the hand of warm fellowship 
to everyone who raises the pure beer flag. 


The brewing industry is one of the greatest \ 








in the world. 

The beer drinking nations are among the 
strongest. 

No one can afford to take chances with 
the purity of beer. 

That’s why the light bottle is condemned. 


It is insufficient protection from light — 
which starts decay even in pure beer. 




















See that Crown is branded “Schlitz’’ 






Brown 


Bottle Ordera 


Case 
Today 


The Beer... “=~ 
That Made Milwaukee Famous. 
THE WHITTIER INN 


Sea Gate, New York Harbor 
An Ideal Hotel Home for Summer—Open from May to November 


European and American Plan 
The Inn is situated in a private park maintained Entire cottages (including Hotel Service) may 
by the local cottage community. be leased for the season. — : 
Rooms with private bath and porch. A clean, broad beach with ample bathing facil- 
Rooms are available in nearby cottages to those ities. ‘Iennis, baseball, rowing and sailing. 
who prefer them, service and privileges of the Inn Private boat service to and from New York 
being the same. City. Also frequent train service to Brooklyn. 
Telephone Garage 
A Delightful Place — Just 45 Minutes by Private Boat from New York 


Rates and Booklet Upon Application 























Send for This Interesting 
and Instructive 
Book on 


TRAVEL 


It Is Entirely FREE 












We expect a greater de- 
mand for this 40 page, illus 
trated booklet on travel, than has 
ever been known for any other ever published for 
free distribution. 

Mothersill’s Travel Book tells you what to take on a jour- 
ney and what not to take--how to pack and how to beat care 
for your baggage and gives exact information aa to checking 
facilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—gives tables of 
money values—distances from New York—tella when, who 
and how much, to “tip.”’ In fact thia booklet will be found 
invaluable to all who travel or are contemplating taking a 
trip in thia country or abroad. 

Published by the proprietors of the famous Mothersill’s 
Seasick Remedy as a practical handbook for travelers. 

This edition ia limited so we suggest that you send your name 
and address at once, and receive a copy. (A postal will bring it.) 
Please addrvsa our Detroit office for this booklet, 


MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO. 
467 Henry Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 


Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England. 
Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg. 





Classy Den Pictures 


Exquisite Studies in Bewitching Poses 
Every one agenuine photo from living models. 3 
swell cabinets, 25c; 6 for 50c, with fine 6'» x &'y 
photo FREE with every order for 6. OUR DOLLAR 
SPECIAL: 6 cabinets, two 654 x 84, and 50 small 
photos all for $1 10c extra if sent sealed. Money 
back if not as represented 





KING CO., 6002 J. W., Andover, Ohio 
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just what you wish, return at our expense. 
, 108 N. State St., CHICAGO, ILL. 

















The Hotel 
Van Rensselaer 


15 to 19 East Eleventh St., New York 
Close to Washington Square 

In the heart of the fashionable 
residential district — Just east 


Just the 


of Fifth Avenue and one min- Place fi 
ute from Broadway. ace Jor 
‘our 
Terms Single Room, with de You 
tached bath, $1.00 per Nother 
day 


and Sisters 
Where They 
Will Receive 
the Best of 


Attention 


Double Room, with detached bath, 
$1.50 per day 


Single Room, with private bath, 


$1.50 per day and upward 


Double Room, with private bath, 
$2 00 per day and upward 


American plan~ Room and meals 
$2.50, $3.00, $3.50 per day. 

’ and 
S cowl arlor, bedroom and 
Suites private bath, including 
all meals for one, per week, $22.00 
up: for two, per week, $28.00 up. 


Protection 


Especially low rates by the week 


during the summer months 


Write Circular 


JOHN HARRIS - ~ . 


for 








Manager 
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The Song of the Skirt 


FROM eight o’clock in the morn 
Till many a night past ten, 

The bookkeeper sits in his iron cage, 
Driving his pencil and pen. 

His clothes are ancient and frayed, 
He wears a buttonless shirt, 

And his collars cut like a razor’s edge, 
While he sings the song of the skirt: 


It’s work, work, work, 
From the moment I hit the shop! 
And work, work, work, 
Like the dull, perspiring wop! 
And when hunger drives me home— 
Why, a dog would rebel at the hash! 
For my better half is an ornament, 
But I must hustle for cash! 


It’s work, work, work, 
From now till the crack of doom! 
She'll work, work—-me 
But never the good old broom! 
She doesn’t know how to cook, 
And she doesn’t know how to mend, 
But I can work like the barbarous Turk, 
So she’ll have money to spend. 


But wherefore do I complain? 
Am | in my grief alone? 

Look at the boss in his easy chair, 
And he has cares of his own. 

He has wrinkes on his brow, 
And those eyes that were alert 

Are heavy to-day, and his hair is gray, 
While he sings the song of the skirt: 


It’s work, work, work, 
And hustle and scheme and strive! 
And work, work, work, 
To keep my credit alive! 
For I must put up a front, 
For the sake of daughter and wife; 
And business is dull, and my old skull 
Refuses to come to life. 


It’s bills, bills, bills, 
From tradesmen of every rank! 
- And bills, bills, bills, 
While I’m overdrawn at the bank! 
It’s pay, pay, pay! 
Oh, the bills come in by the ream! 
Till over the bills I fall asleep 
And write out checks in a dream! 
—M. S. 


Peace with Variations 

DEAR Bunch — No New York! 

For me the broad, fields! 
For, hully gee! it’s worth a million to be 
free! (No, dear, I'll wait and milk at 
six.) No nauseating subway curves, with 
sudden halts and sickening swerves; no 
banging steam to scrape my nerves. 
(Hey, there! Don’t shake the stove just 
now!) No buzzing bells, no telephone; 
instead, great pines and walls of stone— 
these mountain roads are mine alone. 
(Horse sick? Well, then, you’ll have to 
walk.) No janitor, no office boy, no sin- 
gle thing to bore or cloy—just sky and 
earth and simple joy! (That cat, Maria 
—put her out!) How cozy here! how 
snug! how warm! Oh, peaceful hills! 
Oh, quiet farm! Oh, solitude and sylvan 
charm! (Huh? What? Bars down—cows 
out! Well, of all the doggone— !— !—!!) 


—Jane Burr. 
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Old— 


aged until every drop is rare 
and mellow. That's what gives 
the flavor to Old 


I. W. 


Harper Whiskey. For fifty 
years that flavor has been the 
favorite. It’s velvety richness 
never varies. Your Grandfather 
chose Old I. W. 


HARPER 


because he knew it was the best. 
Today you can find no finer 


WHISKEY 


Bernheim Dist. Co. 


Louisville, Ky. 
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examination 
Money refunded If not satisfactory. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis 


simple thing to patent ? 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions’ 


mo ( Valley GEMS 


will cut glass. 





all charges prepaid. No m 


Your Patent and Your Money.” 


LOOK LIKE 
DIAMONDS 
Stand acid and fire diamond test, 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
Brilliancy guaran: 


oe 
YU - teed 25years. Moumred in ]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay: 
Will send you any style ring. pin or stad for 


wy in advance, 
Write today for free catalog, 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
Protect your ideas, they may bring 

* and “ How to 
Randolph & Co, 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 











Special Summer Rates 


HOTEL GRENOBLE 


7th Av. and 56th Street 


Opposite Carnegie Hall 
NEW YORK CITY 


Most select location in town. 

One Block from Broadway. 

Five minutes to all leading depart- 
ment stores and theatres and two min- 
utes from Central Park. 

High class hotel catering to a select 
clientele. 

Rooms with use of bath, 
$1.00 per day up 
Suites, $15 per week up 
All rooms are very large and light 
Special rates for short or 
long terms 
High class Restaurant at very moderate prices 


L. I. BROPHY, Manager 
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Curiosity—She (dressing to go for a 
walk) —Why are you looking so concern- 
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edly out the window? 


He—Oh, I was just looking to see if 


you or that new building over there would 
be ready first.— Wisconsin Sphinx. 


Why Worry?—Chaperon (to couple who 
are not ‘‘within the law,’’ reprovingly) 
You will never take a prize if you dance 
as close as that. 

Couple—Aw, we don’t want no prize.— 
Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


The Reason—‘‘Tell me, old man,’’ said 
the perennial seeker after knowledge, 
“why is your hair gray and your beard 
brown?’’ 

“Easy!’’ answered the facetious o. m. 
“My hair is twenty years older than my 
beard.’’—Michigan Gargoyle. 














Heavy Reading. 
—Stanford Chaparral. 


Suspicious—Kentucky kernal —You may 
be President some day, my boy. 

Little lad—Gee! You’re not trying to 
work me for a post-office job that far 
ahead, are you?—Stanford Chaparral. 


On the Way—Disgusted father—Well, 
a college education ought to make a con- 
gressman of Jack. 

Friend—How’s that? 

Disgusted father—He has introduced 
another bill.—Columbia Jester. 


Good Cause— Mrs. Newlywed — Don’t 
you love our new minister? 

Young widow — Love him? Why, I 
adore him! It took him fifteen lessons 
to teach me how to swim! — Michigan 
Gargoyle. 


The Difference 
A girl will wear an X-ray, 
O’er a background just as thin; 
While a man who tears his trousers 
Always hustles for a pin. 
—Penn State Froth. 
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“NATIONAL HERO SERIES™ NO. 3 


Kosciusko—The Greatest of the Poles” 
Ns in the history of mankind has there lived a more azdent lover of 


Personal and National Liberty. He fought with intrepid valor under our 
own Washington for American Liberty. He devoted his life to regain the 
ancient freedom of his beloved Poland. Kosciusko hated any legisla- 
tive attempt which invaded the Natural Rights of Man. If he were 
alive to-day, every son of Poland knows that he would revolt at any 
LAW which declared:“Thou shalt NOTeat this—thou shalt NOT [i 
drink that.” Kosciusco knew that the light wines of his nativeland fF 4 
and the barley brews of Germany were good for mankind when used | 
in moderation. He drank them himself to the end of his honored days, 
and who will DARE say that they in any way injured this migh 
rsonality. For 57 years Anheuser-Busch have honestly te 
i beers. Their great brand —BU DWEISER— is sold throughy 
out the world, and has helped the cause of true Temperance. Seven 
thousand, ftve hundred men are daily required to keep pace with the 
natural demand of Americans for BUDWEISER. Its sales exceed any 


other beer by millions of bottles, ANHEUSER-BUSCH ° ST.LOUIS, U.S.A. 


Bottled only at the home plant. 
oe 
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"Means Moderation. 




















HOTEL EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway, NEW YORK 


q A Step from Broadway. @ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
q Absolutely Fireproof. @ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, one person, $2.00; two people, 
$3.50; Why pay more when our service is equalled only by the best? 


EUROPEAN PLAN E. W. WARFIELD, Manager 











































HEN you say, "Here’s how" over a| 
Club Cocktail, you attain the ultimate 
in good drinking. 





Because Club Cocktails are the finest drink in the 
world. They're smooth and mellow, with the rare 
fragrance of selected old liquors, expertly mixed and | 
aged in wood. Order your particular kind from 
your dealer today. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 











NEW 





TALKING 
=@ MACHINE 
Pa) $10 


Faultlessly 
plays all needle 
Disc records as well 
asany high-priced machine. 
Every Machine Guaranteed. 

Also Up-to-date “Ad” Novelties. AGENTS WANTED. 
E. N. DORING, - WEEHAWKEN, N. J. 


ROMETKE’ Press Cutting Bureau 

will send you all newspaper clip- 

pings which may appear about 

you, your friends, or any subject on which you may 

want to be “‘ up to date."” Every newspaper and peri- 

odical of importance in the Un‘ted States and Europe 
is searched. ‘[Cerms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 























HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 
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Stories ‘with Smiies 
Sensitiveness—The fat man, leaving the 

barber shop, slammed the door viciously. 

**You’ve lost him,’’ said the boss. 
**You’ve lost him now for good.’’ 

**I know,’’ said the assistant. 
hang it! I forgot.’’ 

‘*You shouldn’t forget, George.’ 

And a gloomy silence followed. 
ventured to break this silence. 

‘*What was the trouble?’’ we asked. 

‘George forgot,’’ said the boss, ‘‘to 
part the man’shair. He only just slicked 
down the sides and back.’’ 

‘*But the man has no hair!’’ we cried. 
‘He was as bald as an egg!”’ 

**No matter,’’ said the boss. ‘‘Nomat- 
ter for that. The balder a man is, the 
more punctiliously you must make the im- 
aginary parting on his coco, and the nore 
carefully you must plaster down the im- 
aginary hair to left and right. He’ll quit 
you forever if you don’t.’’ 

We laughed cynically. 

**It isn’t so ridiculous as it seems,’’ the 
barber ended. ‘‘Every bald man, by 
studying his head in a certain light, man- 
ages to find a bitof fuzzon it. This fuzz 
he brushes religiously a half dozen times 
aday. It doesn’t seem to him that he’s 
bald. Hair’s a little too thin, perhaps. 
But he’s not bald—not bald like Brown 
or Smith—oh, no! And you break his 
heart when, after you shave him, you 
neglect to brush his fuzz. Is he, then, 
really as bald as Smith? Curses, no! 
You’re a fool, that’s all! He goes out, 
slamming the door, and he patronizes 
thereafter a barber who will fuss over 
his white dome as though it was Sam- 
son’s.’’—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


When Jimmy Was Landed—Recently in 
a suburban town there was a modern wed- 
ding, with the canopy over the sidewalk, 
caterer from the city and all that sort of 
thing, and after it was over, the bride and 
her maid of honor stood temporarily alone. 

‘‘I am so glad it is over!’’ excitedly 
cried the pretty bride. ‘‘Did I look all 
right, Marie?’’ 

**Yes, dear,’’ answered Marie, perhaps 
a little sighfully. ‘‘You looked simply 
and excruciatingly splendid.’’ 

‘‘I’m so glad!’’ murmured the bride. 
‘*For a moment I thought 1 would faint. 
Did I appear to be very nervous?’’ 

‘‘Just a little at first, dear,’’ responded 
Marie; ‘‘but you seemed to be all right 
as soon as Jimmy pronounced the words, 
‘I do.’ ’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


**But, 


We 


Billinger’s Den—‘‘When Billinger 
bought his new house, it was with the 
express understanding that he should have 
a room all of his own—a den or study.”’ 

‘Yes, I know what you mean. Did he 
get it?’”’ 

‘‘He got it, and his wife furnished it.’’ 

**How?’’ 

‘‘With a sewing machine, a cutting 
table, two dressers, dummies, three sew- 
ing chairs and a full-length mirror.’’— 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


















Keep Your Hair Healthy 


Vaseline 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Hair Tonic 


A Health-giving dressing for 
the scalp. 

Prevents dandruff and fall- 
ing of the hair. 

Gets right down to the roots 
and gives just the necessary 
stimulation needed to keep 
the hair in perfect condition. 
For sale everywhere. 


Send 10c for trial size bottle 


CHESEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY 
[Consolidated] 
New York 























17% State Street 
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“PASSED BY THE BOARD OF CENSORSHIP” 


This picture, by James 
Montgomery Flagg, in 
full 


double 


color — 9 x 12— 
mounted = on 
heavy white mat 
—11 x 14—ready to 
frame, will be sent for 


25c 


Judge 


225 Fifth Ave., New York 
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Passing 
Suspicion —‘‘Fred, do you remember 
where you were in 1910?’’ asked the bride 
of a few months. 


remember 
husband. 


I don’t 
young 


“Why, no, dear; 
exactly,’’ replied the 
“Why do you ask?”’ 

“Why, I was reading to-day in the 
paper that it is said that in 1910 one per- 
son in every eight hundred in the United 
States was in prison.’’ —- Birmingham 


Age-Herald. 


The Difference—‘‘Father used to have 
to hurry through his work in order to get 
to the golf links in the afternoon,’’ said 
Maymie. 

“Yes,’’ replied Maude; ‘‘and now he 
has to hurry away from the dancing party 
inorder to get his breakfast and go to 
work in the morning.’’— Washington Star. 


Two Girls—Kitty—Jack told me last 
night that I was the prettiest girl he’d 
ever seen. 

Ethel—Oh, that’s nothing! 
the same to me a year ago. 

Kitty—1 know that; but as one grows 
older, one’s taste improves, you know.— 
Milwaukee News. 


He said 


Indefinite—‘‘What time will this train 
reach Perkins Junction?’’ asked a trav- 
eler on a short-line railroad in Missouri. 

“There ain’t no telling,’’ said the con- 
ductor affably. ‘‘Me and the engineer 
are going ter get off down the road a 
piece and hunt rabbits for a spell.’’— 
Baltimore Sun. 


Easily Suited—‘‘Is that Ella’s hus- 
band?’’ 

Ves. ’? 

‘*He must be easily suited.’’ 

**Easily suited! Say, that fellow would 
take a round trip ina street car just for 
the ride.’’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Industrious—‘‘He’s never made any ef- 
fort to support himself.’’ 

“Oh, yes, he has! To my certain 
knowledge, he’s proposed to every girl 
with money he knows.’’— Baltimore 
American. 


Interference — Magistrate — Can’t this 
case be settled out of court? 

Mulligan—Shure! That’s phat we wuz 
thryin’ to do, yer honor, whin the polis 
interfered.—Brooklyn Life. 


A Day’s Outing — Mrs. Hiram Offen 
(seeking a cook)—My home is in the 
country. I hope that is no objection. 

Cook—No, mum; I Il enjoy a day in the 
country.—Santa Cruz Surf. 


Under Control—Pati-»ce—He says his 
books are his best friends. 

Patrice—But he’s forgetting the ladies. 

Patience—Oh, no, he’s not. He says 
he can shut the books up when he gets 
tired.— Yonkers Statesman. 








A hollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


the safe and 
satisfying drink. 














1000 Island House 


ALEXANDRIA BAY 


Jefferson County New York 


IN THE HEART OF THE THOUSAND ISLANDS 


In the most enchanting spot in all America, 
where nature’s charms are rarest, all the de- 
lights of modern civilization are added in the 
1,000 Island House. No hotel of the Metrop- 
olis provides greater living facilities or such 
luxurious comfort—real HOME comfort—as 
does this palatial Summer retreat. An 
amusement for every hour, or quiet, complete 
rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used in the House Is Filtered 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet 


O. G. STAPLES, Proprietor 


WILLIAM WARBURTON, Mer. 





VAESESES SSG SoGs ps SETS ESESEERY 











HOTEL IMPERIAL 


ROBERT STAFFORD 
Broadway and 32d Street, New York 


Dancing in the Palm 


Garden 


Daily (except Sunday ) 


From 4 to 6.30 P. M. 
and 10 P. M. to 1, 


under the supervision of Mr. G. Hep- 
burn Wilson, M. B., whose assistants 


are present to dance with 


guests upon request. 


COPELAND TOWNSEND, Manager 











You AreGoing Abroad 


By what steamship line? 
At what pier? On what day? 
What will it cost? 
How about baggage? 
What hotels will you use abroad? 
What are their tariffs? 
Can you be certain of their 
accommodations? 
Let Us Answer These Questions For You 


Railway, hotel and steamship accommodations 
form only one department of Free service 
offered by the Traveler's Bureau of the 


HOTEL MALPIN 
Broadway & 24 % St..New York 


Every detail of baggage, money matters, customs house 
and itinerary, necessary to the full enjoyment of a trip 
to Europe and while visiting New York. is attended to 
by the Traveler's Bureau. 

Write or telegraph the date of your arrival in New York 
—and your wants—we will attend to them. 


Management of MERRY & BOOMER 
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